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Bare 


He stands out of the light, away from Marko's curious eyes. 


Marko knows he's there; the smell of freshly smoked cigarettes is unmistakable. He cocks his head to the side, 
waiting for a response. Not that he's asked anything particular, just something to tell him that he's there. 


"Strip for me” 

Marko blinks and raises an eyebrow. He looks around the empty club from the stage. "Here?" 

No response. Not that Marko was expecting one. 

Marko sighs and walks over to the thick pole on the stage and touches it. Stickers cover the black pole; some 
old and peeling off, some new and shiny. He sighs and hugs the pole, his t-shirt sticking slightly to it as he pulls 


away. 


"Strip for me," he repeats. 


Marko swallows hard and steps away from the pole to stand in the center of the stage; backstage working 
lights the only thing illuminating his form. Tony's place, if he were here right now. 


But he's not. It's just Marko and the man in the shadows. 


Marko slides his hands down the front of his shirt, pushing it up slightly to reveal his belly. More pudgier than 


normal thanks to pizza every night on tour. 
Not that the man cares. Its Marko's body he wants to see, for better or worse. 


Cold air from the front door of the club circles through, making Marko shiver a little. He looks into the 


shadows and sighs. 
“Strip for me." 


Marko nods and pushes his shirt up to reveal his chest, dusted with long dark hair. He looks forward before 
pulling it over his head. 


A sigh fills Marko's ears from the darkness. 
Marko grins to himself and rubs the shirt against his chest, over his pecs and down to his belly. All the while 
staring at the darkened area in front of him. He pulls the shirt lower, brushing it over the outside of his jeans, 


hiding the bulge within. 


A soft tap of boots walking on concrete fills in the empty room, the man walking to the back and sitting down 
next to the mixing desk. 


Marko tosses the shirt to the side and rubs down the front of his jeans, kneading his hard cock below with a 
brush of his fingertips. 


A groan from the darkness echoes when Marko pops open his jeans. 


Marko bites his lip and digs into his pants to pull out his cock, stroking it lovingly. The cold air around should 
be effecting him, but his rising body heat makes up for it. 


A chair scrapes the concrete in the distance. The man moves it closer to the stage. 


Marko grins and pushes his pants down to his knees, exposing his crotch entirely to the man. He pushes his 


hips forward to thrust at the empty air. 
The man moans, unable to keep silent from what he's witnessing. 


Marko slips out of his shoes and lets his jeans fall to his ankles, stepping out of them while his gaze focuses 


on the dark shadow. He waits and then slides down to his knees, wanking his cock slow in time to his controlled 


breathing. 
A shuffle in the darkness and then a sigh. 


Marko grins, sure that his watcher is wanking his own cock in time with Marko's. He wanks a bit harder, 


arching his naked body so his eyes can see more. 

The man groans, rocking in the chair and making it squeak from the movement. 

Marko bites his lips, eyes drifting shut from the sensation, picturing the man's hands all over him. Touching 
him, kissing him, loving every piece of him. He groans and wanks harder, the cock pushing through his fist so 
hard it blurs in and out of focus. 


Their bodies keep time to each other, faster and faster they go. 


Marko waits, and hopes that it's time. His body can't hold out much longer at this pace, every fiber of his 


being needing that release. 

"Marko?" 

Marko's eyes drift open, staring at the darkness. 

"Come." 

Marko's back arches, snapping backward to touch his feet as he comes. He shakes from the onslaught, so sure 
that he's about to lose his mind with each passing second. A gasp of breath fills his lungs as his eyes start to 
focus again. 


The man gets up from the chair and walks into the light grinning, tucking his own cock back into his jeans. 


Marko grins and slips down to sit on the cold stage edge. He leans into the man's hand as he brushes a hair 


out of Marko's eyes. 

"That was hot! 

Marko chuckles and pulls the man closer to his body, playing with his long hair. "I have you to thank for that 
"| didn't do anything. Just watched" 

Marko grins. "Sometimes that's all | need" 


The man rolls his eyes and holds Marko close. "You probably should get dressed at some point" 


Marko shakes his head. "No, | think you're too dressed." 
"Is that so?" 


Marko nods and pulls the tie holding the man's hair into a ponytail, letting the long brown hair fall over his 
shoulders. "Definitely." 


They lean in for a kiss just as the venue doors open to admit Tony, Henkka, and Tommy. They roll their eyes in 


unison and head backstage. 


All that remains is Marko and Elias. 


